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the door, when, calm and clear, came the words* " Gond night, Miss Morris, please remember! "           *     vjuou-
Mr. Daly seemed beside himself with answer     "Mr Gould," he cried (my heart gave a jump at the save my life I could not help glancing " how dare you pass the stage-door ?   Yc right here than has any other stranger!
Sj           -
The gray, blazing eyes of the speaker were met by Mr Gould's, calm, cold, hard as steel, and his voice, low and level was sain: We mil not
level, was saying: " We will not discuss"my conduct here, if you please — your office perhaps/' as I fled down the entry to my own room.                                          ^^^
Mr. Daly sent for me at the end of the play to demand my story of the unexpected meeting. Had I received anv note, any message beforehand? Had we any common acquaintance? What had he said to me—word for word, what had he said?
I thought of the gentle voice, the piercing eyes that had grown so kind, the friendly promise, and somehow I felt it would be scoffed at — I rebelled. I would only generalize. He had called me an honest girl, had said the city praised me; but when I got home I told my mother all, who was greatly surprised, since she had had only the newspaper Gould in her mind — a sort of human spider, who wove webs — strong webs — that caught and held his fellow-men.
His words came true. I saw trouble of many kinds and colors. More than once I thought of his promise, but I had learned much ill of human nature in a limited time, and I was afraid of everyone. Knowing much of poor human nature now, and looking back to that evening, recalling every tone, every shade of expression, I am forced to believe Mr. Jay Gould was perfectly honest and sincere in his offer of assistance.
If this incident seems utterly incredible at first, it is because you are thinking of Mr. Gould wholly in his character of M The Wizard of Wall Street;" but turn to